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A Swift Reminder 


Dave winced as he stepped out on to the stage. The lights burned in to his eyes and the sound of the fans 
screaming tore through his ears. Painting on his patented shit eating grin, he stepped up to the microphone. 


"Evening, Miami. How ya doin?" 


The crowd, of course, went wild and Dave felt his face contort. Taking the hand from the neck of his guitar, 
Dave reached behind himself and rubbed his ass. His shorts and jeans were chaffing at his skin and he could 
feel the heat rising from his rear. Playing and singing were going to be difficult. He could probably have done 
one or the other, but not both. Not with the way his ass felt. 


He'd deserved it, Dave knew that. During the tour, he'd become harder and harder to work with until, on that 
very night, David had snapped. They'd screamed at one another, their voices reverberating from the dressing 
room walls, each trying to drown out the other. Dave was a controlling asshole who was fast losing respect 
among the band, crew, and fans. David was the nagging man-wife whose only purpose in life was to be to be 


Dave's fuck Toy. 


It was David who had finally gained the upper hand, pinning him down and tearing his jeans and shorts down his 


legs. A few years before, Dave had agreed to take regular spankings in order to try and keep his temper in 
control. Once a week, he'd meet David in the bedroom where he'd strip off his clothes and bend over the bed 
His lover, stony faced and determined, would then proceed to spend the next thirty minutes beating his ass 
with whatever tool he deemed fit. Hands, hairbrushes, belts, canes, shoes; all of them, and more, had, at some 


point, found their way against his exposed buttocks. 


He'd cried, of course. And screamed, and cursed. Sometimes he'd come, his body stiffening as he'd soaked the 
bed with his semen. But it had worked, the pain in the following days a reminder that his sullenness and 
constant temper tantrums weren't going to be tolerated by anyone in the Megadeth camp. It may have been 
Dave's band but it was everyone else's livelihood and Dave's personality could make it a depressing place to 


work. 


Bent over the dressing room's catering table, Dave had squirmed and begged as he'd listened to David remove 
his belt. There was no way that the bassist was going to risk injuring his hand an hour before a show. Dave 
had been ordered to shut up and, when he hadn't, a wad of napkins had been shoved in his mouth. This wasn't 
going to be a sparking that allowed him to get off. No, it was going to be one that hurt like hell and forced him 
to think about his actions. 


David had laid in to him like the proverbial father that Dave sometimes needed. His aim was true, the belt 
repeatedly wrapping around Dave's ass with heavy cracks. Each one made the redhead squirm, his body 
shuddering. Within minutes, tears had started to trickle down his cheeks and the paper in his mouth had 
become soaked with his whimpering saliva. David was showing him no mercy and it hadn't taken long before 


Dave could feel the red-hot welts rise against his supple ass. 


For thirty minutes he'd been kept in that position, David's free hand pressed in to his back as the belt had 
swung again and again, lashing at his bare skin. His back had ached and his hips had begun to lock up until David 
had finally let him up. He'd given Dave a quick kiss, his hands rubbing over the redhead's burning ass as he'd 
gently reminded Dave that, yes, he loved him but that he also had remind Dave of his place. He may have 


been their boss but he was also someone they depended on 


Peering out in to the crowd, Dave managed to grin as he shifted his weight. Yeah, playing and singing was going 


to be a real pain in the ass. 


